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f AREWELL  ye  Naiads  who  your  treiTes  lave 
Where  Ifis  rolls  her  unpolluted  wave  : 

Far  off  to  regions  unexplor'd  I fly, 

To  favage  nations  and  a frozen  Iky ; 

Where  the  Laurentian  ftream  his  copious  ftores 
In  whitening  torrents  to  th’  Atlantic  pours ; 
Where  never  echo  his  fteep  banks  along 
Heard  the  fweet  accents  of  a Mufe’s  fong; 

Rut  lhouts  of  barb’rous  diflonance  refound. 

And  blood  of  warriors  bathes  the  reeking  ground. 

Long  time  the  baihful  Mufe,  content  to  ftray 
Where  lift'ning  fwains  approv’d  her  funple  lay, 
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By  art  untutor'd,  and  unknown  to  fame, 

Had  leamt  to  warble  only  Delia's  name  j 
Nor  from  her  filent  eaves  and  grottos  led 
Had  dar’d  the  crimfon  fields  of  war  to  tread  : 
New  ardors  now  her  throbbing  bread  invade  ; 

For  themes  untried  die  quits  the  chequer’d  fliade 
Fierce  tranfport  bears  her  o’er  th*  embattled  plain 
And  fofter  pleafures  call  her  back  in  vain. 

So,  from  the  toils  of  martial  fervice  freed, 

Thro'  flow’ry  meadows  roves  the  warrior  deed  j 
Now  plunges  in  the  river's  crydal  tide, 

To  dake  his  third,  or  cool  his  glowing  fide ; 

Now  on  loft  herbage  rolls  in  wanton  play. 

And  lengthens  out  with  eafe  tli’  inglorious  day : 
But  when  the  trumpet’s  piercing  clangor  founds. 
He  leaps  indignant  o'er  oppofing  mounds, 
Untaded  leaves  the  gulling  rill  behind, 

And  flies  to  fame  impetuous  as  the  wind. 
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Where  on  a cliff  Quebec’s  high  tow  rs  arife. 
Braving  with  warlike  fhew  the  neighb ’ring  Ikies, 
Wolfe  all  the  various  arts  of  combat  tried. 

And  pour’d  his  thunders  on  its  rocky  fide  : 

But  though  unfhaken  Band  the  folid  walls, 

While  ceafelefs  the  refounding  tempefl  falls, 
Vi&orious  hopes  his  dauntlefs  breafl  infpire. 

Nor  danger  can  appal,  nor  labour  tire  ; 

Armies  from  him  receive  the  gen’rous  rage. 

And  with  new  firength  increafing  toils  engage  ; 
Where  through  the  ranks  he  turns  his  glowing  ey 
Again  th’  expiring  flames  of  battle  rife. 

Ere  the  ft  ill  evening’s  dulky  fhades  prevail’d. 
Far  up  the  ftream  the  crowded  veffels  fail’d ; 
There  the  bold  Chief  unfolds  his  mighty  plan. 
And  martial  fury  fpreads  from  man  to  man  j 
Till  on  her  fable  pinions  night  defcends. 

And  round  the  bands  her  friendly  veil  extends  : 
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Then,  fwiftly  borne  by  the  retreating  tide, 

Unfeen  and  Blent  o’er  the  waves  they  glide  j 
And  winding  cautious  near  the  hoflile  fhore, 

Its  treach'rous  fhoals  and  op’ning  creeks  explore  ; 
Till  fafely  the  appointed  Brand  they  reach. 

And  fpring  tumultuous  on  the  flipp’ry  beach. 

Where  rifing  hills  the  weflem  tow'rs  inclofe. 
And  weak  of  fabric  the  low  bulwark  rofe  j 
Where  France  had  trufied  no  advent’rous  foe 
Could  gain  the  mountain  lab’ring  from  below ; 
Planting  his  feet  againfl  its  fleepy  fide, 

Foremofl  prets’d  Valour  on  with  daring  Bride  j 
Sage  Conduct,  Refolution  void  of  fear. 

And  Perfeverance  clos'd  th'  unihaken  rear. 
Arduous  they  climb ; and  where  the  dubious  way 
Perplex’d  with  brakes  and  twifling  branches  lay, 
Through  pathlefs  wilds  and  unfrequented  Blades 
Eager  though  flow  advance  the  bold  brigades  ; 
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With  ceafelefs  toil  its  craggy  fide  afcend, 

And  their  thick  phalanx  o’er  the  plain  extend. 

Soon  from  th’  Atlantic  rofe  the  golden  day, 
Difpell’d  the  gloom,  and  roll'd  the  mills  away  j 
To  rifing  winds  the  red-crofs  banners  ftream. 

And  the  bright  arms  of  thronging  cohorts  gleam. 
The  fons  of  Gaul,  with  horror  in  their  eye. 
Through  fcatter’d  fogs  the  fudden  luftre  fpy  ; 
Thefe  from  their  pofts  in  wild  condition  Hart  j 
Thefe  hafte  the  fatal  tidings  to  impart ; 

The  favage  bands  awake  their  deathful  yell. 

And  the  loud  ihout  with  hideous  difcord  fwell. 
Yet,  ere  the  legions  to  dole  combat  ran. 

Some  chofen  warriors  prefs’d  before  the  van ; 
Where  treach’rous  flirubs  protedl  the  fecret  (land. 
In  dreadful  ambufli  lurk  th’  infidious  band  ; 

No  vulgar  deaths  attend  their  fatal  aim. 

But  warrior  chiefs,  the  fav’rite  fons  of  fame. 
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W olfe  in  die  front  of  danger  led  the  way. 
And  widi  ftem  pleafure  view’d  the  clofe  array  : 
On  him  their  eyes  the  latent  warriors  bend. 

And  leaden  deadis  in  hiding  fhow'rs  defcend  j 
His  manly  arm  receives  the  grifly  wound. 

And  the  red  current  ftreams  upon  the  ground  : 
Yet  from  his  troops  the  prudent  Chief  conceal’d 
The  gufliing  tide,  and  ftrode  along  die  field. 

At  length  the  batde,  front  to  front  oppos’d, 

In  deeds  of  death  and  furious  onfet  clos’d  : 

Now  echoing  peals  of  mortal  thunder  roar. 

And  pitchy  volumes  cloud  the  combat  o'er ; 
Now  burfiing  flames  die  wafte  of  war  difplay. 
And  for  a while  recall  the  gleam  of  day. 

So  when  thick  flaflies  of  the  northern  light 
With  dreamy  fparkles  gild  the  face  of  night. 
Sudden  the  blazing  corufcations  fly. 

Rife  the  bright  hills,  and  meet  th’  aftonifli’d  eye  j 


THE  CONQUEST  OF  QUEBEC. 


Sudden  the  momentary  profpedts  fade. 

And  earth  lies  buried  in  furrounding  {hade. 

Mean  time  fair  Vi&’ry  o’er  the  crimfon  plains 
Hov’ring,  her  fcale  in  equal  poife  fuftains. 

Soon  as  to  Albion’s  fons  the  goddefs  flew. 

The  Gauls  retire,  the  vidtor  troops  purfue ; 

In  black  defpair  recoils  the  fainting  band. 

Sunk  is  each  heart,  and  weaken’d  ev’ry  hand. 

But  while  the  Britifh  Chief  his  troops  led  on 
To  pluck  thofe  laurels  which  their  arms  had  won. 
Some  winged  fate  his  mighty  bofom  tore. 

And  low  to  earth  the  gallant  Warrior  bore. 

His  friends  with  pity  mark  his  parting  breath. 
And  paule  fufpended  from  the  work  of  death. 

No  more  the  vanquilh’d  in  their  fcatter'd  rear 
His  well  known  voice,  infpiring  terrors,  hear  : 
Elate  with  joy  the  bleeding  Chief  they  view. 

And  the  long  labours  of  tire  day  renew. 
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Now  their  defeated  hopes  the  Britons  mourn. 

And  from  their  grafp  the  wreath  of conqueft  tom ; 
Till  through  the  breaking  fquadrons  Townlliend  flies. 
Revenge  and  fury  fparkling  in  his  eyes  ; 

Fierce  over  flaughter'd  heroes  tow’rs  along, 

Collects  the  war,  and  fires  the  yielding  throng. 

Meanwhile  their  Chief  his  fad  aflociates  laid 
Beneath  the  covert  of  a ncighb'ring  lhade  ; 

Thence,  as  the  fanguine  torrent  ebb’d  away. 

He  llrove  the  feene  of  tumult  to  furvey  ; 

Rous'd  by  the  martial  thunder  of  the  field. 

By  fits  his  dim  expiring  eyes  unfeal’d  ; 

Then,  fick'ning  at  the  piercing  blaze  of  light. 

Turn'd  from  the  ranks  of  war  his  aching  fight : 

Yet,  fondly  anxious  for  his  country's  fame. 

Long  as  the  vital  fpirit  feeds  its  flame, 

Oft  he  requires  of  each  attending  friend 
O'er  the  wide  plain  their  careful  view  to  fend. 
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And  mark  if  Gaul  the  conquering  bands  repell’d. 
Or  yet  their  flight  the  broken  legions  held. 

“ Sweet  peace  be  thine,”  replied  the  warrior  train, 
“ In  this  fad  hour,  and  foften  ev'iy  pain ; 

“ For  lo  ! thy  Townlhend  at  his  people’s  head 
" Urges  the  rout,  and  conquers  in  thy  ftead, 

" Refiftlefs  bids  die  tide  of  flaughter  flow, 

“ Scatters  theiT  ranks,  and  lays  their  heroes  low.” 
To  whom  the  Chief  ; “ I die,  fince  this  is  giv’n, 

“ Content,  and  afk  no  other  boon  of  heav’n.” 

He  could  no  more ; th’  unfinifh’d  accents  hung 
In  founds  imperfect  on  his  falt’ring  tongue  ; 

His  mighty  fpirit  fled,  and  mix’d  with  wind ; 

Yet  virtue  left  a confcious  fmile  behind. 

Nor  longer  now  the  bloody  flaughter  rag’d 
With  diftant  thunders  5 man  with  man  engag'd  : 
Thofe  who  from  Caledonian  hills  defcend. 

Where  tow’ring  cliffs  their  rugged  arms  extend. 
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(Stem  Tons  of  havoc,  pradfis’d  to  obey 
The  various  calls  of  ev’ry  dreadful  day  ; 

Now  in  clofe  order  and  eolle&ed  might 
To  wait  tlie  tumult  of  advancing  fight ; 

Now  fearlefs  the  divided  lines  expand, 

Ravage  at  large,  and  mingle  hand  to  hand !) 

With  piercing  cries  the  hoftile  files  invade. 

And  (hake  aloft  in  air  the  matly  blade  : 

Where'er  their  falchions  heap  the  fiaughter  round. 
Crowds  roll  d on  crowds  bcllrew  the  loaded  ground  j 
While  rulhing  to  the  front  with  equal  fpeed, 

1 heir  brave  companions  of  the  war  fucceed. 

With  defp'rate  anguilh  torn  and  glowing  fiiame. 
That  ilf  fuccefles  blaft  his  ancient  fame. 

Moncalm,  in  vain  exerting  ev’ry  art. 

Performs  a leader’s  and  a warrior’s  part : 

But  now  no  more  his  keen  reproach  controuls 
The  coward  terrors  that  unman  their  fouls  ; 
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No  fenfe  of  glory  fires  the  vet’ran’s  breaft. 

With  horror  chill’d,  and  heav’n-bred  awe  depreft. 
As,  where  his  fquadrons  urg’d  their  courfe  along. 
Raging  he  travers’d  the  diforder’d  throng. 

Some  Britifh  falchion  fped  the  deathful  wound. 
And  hew’d  th’  indignant  chieftain  to  the  ground  ; 
Wedg’d  in  the  rout  the  gafping  hero  lay. 

And  with  faint  murmur  figh’d  his  foul  away. 

To  fvvifter  flight  the  Gallic  legions  yield. 

And  trembling  quit  the  long  contefted  field  ; 

Part  haften  to  the  ftream  whofe  waves  contain 
Th’  extenfive  limits  of  the  fatal  plain  j 
Part  to  the  bulwarks,  from  whofe  lofty  height 
Their  friends  defpontling  view  th’  unequal  fig^t. 

Soon  as  the  morrow’s  fun  with  genial  ray 
To  the  bleak  climate  gave  returning  day. 

The  victor’s  mercy  Gallia’s  fons  implore, 

And  truft  the  fickle  chance  of  war  no  more  $ 
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Their  ample  gates  unfold  ; along  the  Brand 
In  filent  forrow  moves  the  vanquifh’d  band  j 
While,  fluth’d  with  triumph,  and  of  conqueft  vain. 
Pours  tow’rd  the  captive  walls  the  Britilh  train. 

Thus  from  their  toil  the  glorious  heroes  reft. 

And  peaceful  rapture  fwells  in  ev’ry  bread  j 
Save  that  as  oft  the  glowing  tale  they  tell 
Of  fuch  as  bravely  fought,  or  greatly  fell, 

Wolfe's  early  fate  their  penfive  mind  employs. 
And  manly  Borrows  check  their  rifing  joys. 

Uluftrious  fhade  ! if  artlefs  hands  like  mine 
Could  for  an  hero's  urn  the  chaplet  twine. 

The  Mufe  for  thee  fhould  cull  each  op’ning  bloom. 
And  with  unfading  garlands  deck  thy  tomb : 

For  oh  ! what  youth,  whofe  rev’rent  feet  are  led 
To  thofe  fad  manfions  of  the  mighty  dead. 

Where  martial  trophies  in  rich  fculpture  fliow 
The  facred  allies  that  repofe  below. 
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But,  kindling  at  the  view,  for  glory  bums. 

As  on  thy  name  his  fparkling  eyes  he  turns  ? 

Ages  to  come  fhall  thy  great  ftory  hear. 

And  pay  the  pious  tribute  of  a tear  ■, 

Thy  wond’rous  deeds  fhall  vet'ran  fires  recite. 

Thy  prudence  in  debate,  thy  toils  in  fight ; 

And  ev’ry  warrior  to  the  tale  reply, 

" Be  mine  like  him  to  conquer,  and  to  die.” 

MIDDLETON  HOWARD, 

Wadham  College. 


9 


the 


LOVE  OF  OUR  COUNTRY, 

A PRIZE  POEM, 

RECITED 

IN  THE  THEATRE,  OXFORD, 

IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCLXXI. 


El;  ciuioi  ajirof,  uptuvstrSai  trsji  trat-.yw,  H<;M. 


Who  fights  his  Country’s  battle. 
Does  in  his  bofom  feel  a golden  omen 
Of  viftory. 
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Ye  fouls  il luflrious,  who  in  days  of  yore 
With  peerlefs  might  the  Britilh  target  bore  ; 
Who,  clad  in  wolf-lkin,  from  the  fcythed  car 
Frown’d  on  the  iron  brow  of  mailed  war  ; 
Who  dar’d  your  rudely-painted  limbs  oppofe 
To  Chalybean  fteel  and  Roman  foes  : 

And  ye  of  later  age,  though  not  lefs  fame. 

In  tilt  and  tournament,  the  princely  game 
Of  Arthur’s  barons,  wont,  by  hardieft  fport. 
To  claim  the  fairelt  guerdon  of  the  court 
Say,  holy  Shades,  did  e’er  your  gen’rous  blood 
Roll  through  your  faithful  fons  in  nobler  flood. 
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Than  late,  when  George  bade  gird  on  ev’ry  thigh 
The  myrtle-braided  l'word  of  Liberty  ? 

Say,  when  the  high-bom  Druid’s  magic  drain 
Rous'd>  on  old  Mona’s  top,  a female  train  * 

To  madnefs,  and  with  more  than  mortal  rage 
Bade  them,  like  furies,  in  the  fight  engage ; 

Frantic  when  each  unbound  her  bridling  hair, 

And  thook  a darning  torch,  and  yell’d  in  wild  delpair 
Or  when,  in  Credy’s  plain,  the  fable  might 
Of  Edward  dar’d  four  monarchs  to  the  fight ; 

Say,  holy  Shades,  did  patriotic  heat 
In  your  big  hearts  with  quicker  tranfport  beat 
Than  in  your  Sons,  when  forth  like  dorms  they  pour’d, 
In  Freedom’s  caufe,  the  fury  of  the  fword  ; 

Who  rul’d  the  main,  or  gallant  armies  led. 

With  Hawke  who  conquer’d,  or  with  Wolfe  who 
bled  ? 

* Vide  'A ftixts, 
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Poor  is  his  triumph,  and  difgrac’d  his  name, 

Who  draws  the  fword  for  empire,  wealth,  or  fame  : 
For  him  though  wealth  be  blown  on  ev’ry  wind, 
Though  Fame  announce  him  mightieft  of  mankind, 
Though  twice  ten  nations  crouch  beneath  his  blade. 
Virtue  difowns  him,  and  his  glories  fade: 

For  him  no  pray’rs  are  pour’d,  no  paeans  fung, 

No  blelhngs  chaunted  from  a nation’s  tongue  : 
Blood  marks  the  path  to  his  untimely  bier  ; 

The  curfe  of  widows,  and  the  orphan’s  tear. 

Cry  to  high  Heav'n  for  vengeance  on  his  crimes  : 
The  pious  Mufe,  who,  to  fucceeding  times. 
Unknowing  flattery,  and  unknown  to  kings. 

Fair  Virtue  only  and  her  votaries  fings. 

Shall  Chew  the  Monjler  in  his  hideous  form. 

And  mark  him  as  an  earthquake,  or  a ftorm. 

Not  fo  the  patriot  Chief,  who  dar’d  withftand 
The  bafe  invader  of  his  native  land ; 


22  THE  LOVE  OF  OUR  COUNTRY. 


Who  made  her  weal  his  nobleft,  only  end  ; 

Rul’d,  but  to  lerve  her  j fought,  but  to  defend ; 

" Her  voice  in  council,  and  in  war  her  fword  > 

" Lov’d  as  her  father,  as  her  God  ador'd 
Who,  firmly  virtuous,  and  feverely  brave. 

Sunk  with  the  freedom  that  he  could  not  fave  ! 

On  worth  like  his  the  Mule  delights  to  wait. 
Reveres  alike  in  triumph  or  defeat ; 

Crowns  with  true  glory,  and  with  lpotlefs  fame. 

And  honours  Paoli’s  more  than  Caelar’s  name. 

Here  let  the  Mufe  withdraw  the  blood-flain'd  veil 
And  fhew  the  boldeft  fan  of  public  zeal : 

Lo  ! Sydnby,  pleading  o'er  the  block  ! his  mien. 
His  voice,  his  hand,  unihaken,  clear,  ferene  : 

Yet  no  harangue,  proudly  declaim’d  aloud. 

To  gain  the  plaudit  of  a wayward  crowd ; 

No  fpecious  vaunt  death’s  terrors  to  defy. 

Still  death  delaying,  as  afraid  to  die  j 
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But  flernly  filent  down  he  bow'd,  and  prov’d 
A calm,  firm  martyr  to  the  caufe  he  lov’d. 
Unconquer’d  patriot ! form'd  by  ancient  lore 
The  love  of  ancient  freedom  to  reftore  ; 

Who  nobly  adted  what  he  boldly  thought. 

And  feal’d,  by  death,  the  lefTon  that  he  taught. 

Dear  is  the  tye,  that  links  the  anxious  fire 
To  the  fond  babe  that  prattles  round  his  fire ; 
Dear  is  the  love,  that  prompts  the  grateful  youth 
His  fire’s  fond  cares  and  drooping  age  to  footh  : 
Dear  is  the  brother,  fitter,  hufband,  wife ; 

Dear  all  the  charities  of  locial  life  : 

Nor  wants  firm  fricndfhip  holy  wreaths  to  bind 
In  mutual  fympathy  the  faithful  mind  : 

But  not  th’  endearing  fprings  that  fondly  move 

To  filial  duty,  or  parental  love 

Not  all  the  ties  that  kindred  bofoms  bind. 

Nor  all  in  friendfliip’s  holy  wreaths  entwin’d. 
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Are  half  fo  dear,  fo  potent  to  controu! 

The  gen'rous  workings  of  the  patriot  foul. 

As  is  that  holy  voice,  that  cancels  all 
Thefe  ties,  that  bids  him  for  his  country  fall. 

Nor  yet  doth  Glory,  though  her  port  be  bold. 

Her  afpedl  radiant,  and  her  trefles  gold. 

Guide  through  the  walks  of  death  alone  her  car, 
Attendant  only  on  the  din  of  war ; 

She  ne’er  difdains  the  gentle  vale  of  Peace, 

Or  olive  lliades  of  philofophic  eafe, 

Where  heav’n-taught  minds  to  woo  the  Mufe  refort. 
Create  in  colours,  or  in  founds  traniport ; 

Where  youths  court  feience,  or  where  fages  teach  ; 
Where  ilatefmen  plan,  where  mitred  fathers  preach  j 
More  pleas’d  on  Ifis’  filent  marge  to  roam. 

Than  bear  in  pomp  the  fpoil  of  battles  home. 

To  read,  with  Newton’s  ken,  the  Harry  Iky, 

And  God  the  fame  in  all  his  orbs  defer}'; 
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To  lead  forth  Merit  from  her  humble  lhade. 
Extend  to  riling  Arts  a patron’s  aid  ; 

Build  the  nice  ItruCture  of  the  gen’rous  Law, 
That  holds  the  freeborn  foul  in  willing  awe  ; 

To  fwell  the  fail  of  Trade,  the  barren  plain 
To  bid  with  fruitage  blulh,  and  wave  with  grain ; 
O'er  pale  Misfortune  drop,  with  anxious  ligh, 
Pity’s  mild  balm,  and  wipe  Affliction’s  eye } 
Thefe,  thefe  are  deeds  Britannia  mult  approve. 
Mult  nurfe  their  growth  with  all  a parent’s  love  j 
Thefe  are  the  deeds  that  public  Virtue  owns. 

And,  jult  to  public  virtue.  Glory  crowns. 

CHRISTOPHER  BUTSON, 


New  College. 
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quibus  hunc  lenire  dolorem 

Poffis,  et  magnam  Morbi  deponere  partem. 


BENEFICIAL  EFFECTS 


OF 

INOCULATION. 


LONG  had  bewail’d  Arabia’s  haplefs  Twain* 
Their  groves  deferted,  and  uncultur’d  plains : 
Thole  happy  plains  where  Nature  ever  gay 
Proclaim’d  the  prefence  of  perpetual  May, 
Where,  in  her  choiceft  treafures  bright  array'd. 
Luxuriant  Nature  ev'ry  charm  difplay’d, 

With  giant  ltrides  a ghaltly  Plague6  o’erfpread. 
And  breath’d  deltruction  on  each  fated  head  ; 
His  motley  front  uprear'd  the  deadly  Pelt, 


1 Small  Pox. 
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And  {hook  with  lavage  pride  his  purpled  crcft  : 

The  {torching  fands  of  Aftic  gave  him  birth. 

Thence  i'prang  the  Fiend,  and  fcourgd  th  afflicted 
earth : 

Fiend  fierce  as  this  ne’er  {aw  aftonifh’d  time 
Creep  from  old  Nilas’  monfter-teeming  flime ; 

Each  vale  now  felt  the  deadly  tyrant  s force, 

Nor  tears  nor  vows  could  Hop  his  deftin  d courfe  : 

In  vain  was  fung  the  mighty  Prophet  s name. 

To  Mecca’s  hallow’d  walls  the  Monfter  came ; 

E’en  in  the  facred  temple’s  inmoft  cell, 

Check'd  in  mid  pray’r,  the  pious  pilgrim  fell ; 

Nor  could  Medina’s  fabled  tomb  withftand 
The  baleful  vengeance  of  his  death-fraught  hand. 

Thofe  balmy  gales  that  whilom  could  difpenfe 
A tlioufand  odours  to  the  ravilh’d  fenfe. 

With  fragrant  coolnels  pleafing  now  no  more. 
Spread  through  the  tainted  Iky  their  deadly  rtore : 
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With  anxious  fear  the  fainting  mother  prefs’d 
The  fmiling  infant  to  her  venom’d  breaft  $ 

The  fmiling  babe,  unconfcious  of  his  fate. 

Imbib’d  with  greedy  joy  the  baneful  treat : 

Oft  as  the  fwain  beneath  the  citron  lhade 
Pour’d  his  foft  pa  (lion  to  the  lift’ning  maid. 
Infection’s  poifon  hung  on  ev’ry  breath. 

And  each  perfuafive  ligh  was  charg’d  with  death. 

Blind  Superllition  with  the  Fiend  confpir’d. 
Increas’d  his  conquefts,  and  his  fury  fir’d 
“ My  fons,”  flie  cried,  “ with  patient  boldnefs  wait 
,e  The  fix’d  predefin'd  laws  of  rigid  fate ; 

“ Nor  Heav’n’s  juft  vengeance  to  oppofe  prefume, 
" But  each  with  filent  rev’rence  meet  his  doom." 

Thus,  drunk  with  conqueft,  larger  fill  he  grew. 
And  gather’d  tenfold  fury  as  he  flew  : 

Arm’d  with  the  fhafts  of  fate,  in  ireful  mood 
He  pafs’d  Euphrates'  far-refounding  flood ; 
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From  Schiraz'  walls  to  fnow-clad  Taurus’  height 
Defpondiug  Pertia  groan’d  beneatli  his  weight  ; 

In  vain  to  Heav'n  her  lacred  flames  afcend. 

On  with  relifllefs  fury  rulh’d  the  Fiend ; 

In  vain  was  Mithraz  call’d  his  wrath  to  Tuage, 
The  blazing  God  increas'd  the  Won  tier's  rage. 

As  when  his  empire  l'ultry  Cancer  gains 
The  fcorching  whirlwinds  fcour  along  the  plains, 
The  liately  tamarilk  and  graceful  pine 
Shrink  from  the  blafl,  and  all  their  charms  refign. 
The  bright  anana  s gaudy  bloom  is  fled, 

The  fickning  orange  bows  her  languid  head  ; 

So  lpread  deftruttion  at  the  Tyrant’s  nod. 

And  beauty's  blollom  wither’d  where  he  trod  : 
The  God  of  Love  in  filent  anguilh  broke 
His  blunted  arrows  and  his  ufelels  yoke  ; 

Alide  for  grief  he  flung  his  looien'd  bow. 

And  trembling  fled  before  th'  impetuous  foe. 
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Cloy’d  with  the  lufcious  banquets  of  the  Eaft, 

In  Europe’s  climes  he  fought  a nobler  feaft  ; 

Here  as  he  refted  on  the  fea-girt  fhore. 

To  plan  f re tli  conquefts  and  new  coafts  explore. 
From  ocean’s  waves  he  faw  Britannia  rife  j 
Her  beauteous  lutlre  ftruck  his  ravith’d  eyes  : 
Pleas’d  with  a fmile  he  view’d  thofe  heav’nly  fpoils. 
The  laft,  belt  guerdon  of  his  favage  toils. — 

He  came — and  rapine  mark’d  the  Montler’s  way. 
Sad  was  the  fcene,  for  beauty  was  the  prey. 

Remorfelefs  Tyrant  1 fee  that  alter’d  face. 

Which  beam’d  erewhile  with  each  celeftial  grace. 
With  gloomy  frowns  and  furrow’d  feams  o’erfpread. 
And  ev’ry  fmile  and  ev’ry  charm  is  fled  ! 

Thofe  beauteous  eyes,  whofe  foul-diflolving  fires 
Rais’d  in  th’  enraptur’d  fwain  love’s  foft  defires. 
Now  he  beholds  obfcur’d  in  putrid  night,  * 

And  turns  with  deep-felt  horror  from  the  fight. 


o 
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From  bleak  Plinlimmon’s  ftar-encircled  brow 
With  grief  Britannia  view’d  her  country’s  woe ; 

Her  fea-green  robes  llic  tore  and  faded  crown, 

And  call  in  rage  her  oaken  fceptre  down  j 
“ Are  thefc  the  bleft  and  envied  plains,’’  llic  cried, 

“ Where  Mirth  and  Pleafure  ever  young  prelide  ? 

“ Hufli’d  are  thofe  founds  that  warbled  tlirough  the 
“ grove 

" The  artlefs  ftrains  of  Liberty  and  Love, 

*'  Now  chang'd  to  frantic  notes  of  wild  defpair, 

" Which  fill  with  piercing  lhrieks  tli’  affrighted  air  ! 
" Ah!  lucklcfs  ille!  to  whom  too-bounteous  Heav'n 
“ Its  fweeteft  ltores  and  choicefi  boon  has  giv’n, 

“ Which,  like  the  blulhing  vi’let’s  rich  perfume, 

“ But  tempt  fome  ruffian  hand  to  fpoil  their  blot>m.” 
Thus  in  foft  drains  complain'd  the  forrowing  queen. 
And  view’d  with  tear-fwoln  eyes  die  mournful  fcene  ■, 
When,  pierc’d  with  grief  at  fad  Britannia's  woes. 
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Her  country’s  guardian  Montague  b arofe  : 

Pure  patriot  zeal  her  ev’ry  thought  infpir’d, 

Glow'd  on  her  cheek,  and  all  her  bofom  fir’d. 

She  faw  the  Tyrant  rage  without  controul. 

While  juft  revenge  inflam’d  her  gen’rous  foul  ; 

Full  well  lhe  knew,  when  beauty’s  charms  decay’d, 
Britannia’s  drooping  laurels  foon  would  fade : 

Pierc’d  with  deep  anguifh  at  tii’  afflictive  thought. 
And  whelm’d  with  fliame,  a heav’n-taught  nymph  c 
lhe  fought, 

Whofe  potent  arm,  with  wondrous  power  endu’d. 
Had  oft  on  Turkey’s  plains  the  Fiend  fubdu’d. 
Obedient  to  her  pray’r  the  willing  Maid 
In  pity  came  to  fad  Britannia’s  aid  : 

“ Weep  not,”  lhe  cried,  “ ’tis  mine  with  foothing 
“ balm 

“ The  Fiend  to  foften,  and  his  fury  calm ; 

*>  Lady  M.  Wortley  Montague.  c Inoculation, 
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“ See  ! where  I fly  the  dreaded  foe  to  meet, 

" And  lay  the  vanquith'd  Tyrant  at  my  feet : 
f‘  Soon  (hall  his  wings  the  bird  of  peace  expand, 

" And  joys  long  loft  lhall  blefs  the  lrniling  land ; 

“ Again  (hall  Health  and  Mirth  united  rove, 

" Again  {hall  Beauty  light  the  torch  of  Love.” 

She  fpake,  and  quickly  through  the  yielding  air 
Swift  as  a meteor  (hot  the  lovely  Fair ; 

Through  the  lad  plains  her  friendly  courfe  flie  fped,' 
Then  fraught  with  mighty  pow’r  her  arm  outfpread,  V 
And  thrice  the  wav’d  it  o’er  the  Monfter’s  head  : . 
He  felt  its  force  ; and,  ftruck  with  fudden  fear. 
Feeble  he  halted  in  his  flerce  career. 

With  haggard  eye  the  virgin  form  lurvey’d. 

And  in  mid  air  his  lifted  labre  ftay’d  j 

Weak  and  more  weak  the  confcious  Demon  grew, 

His  tow ’ring  bulk  contracted  to  the  view. — 

Thus  as  of  old  in  Merlin’s  magic  reign, 
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When  mighty  Paynims  ravag’d  ev’ry  plain. 

Haply  fubdu’d  by  fome  fuperior  charm. 

The  pond’rous  club  forfook  their  weaken’d  arm  5 
Through  their  chill’d  veins  a fhiv’ring  horror  ran. 
And  the  ftern  giant  llirunk  into  the  man. 

“ Henceforth,  fall’n  Tyrant !”  cries  the  Nymph  j 
“ no  more 

“ Hope  that  juft  Heav’n  will  thy  loft  pow’r  reftore  j 
” Let  now  no  more  thy  touch  profane  defile 
“ The  facred  beauties  of  Britannia’s  ifle  : 

” By  me  protefted  fliall  they  now  deride 
“ Thy  baffled  fury  and  thy  vanquifh'd  pride  ; 

“ Sacred  to  me,  near  Thames’s  level  mead, 

“ A beauteous  Temple  d rears  its  rev’rend  head ; 

“ There  meek  Benevolence  before  the  gate, 

“ And  foft-ey'd  Pity,  lovely  fitters,  wait } 

“ With  open  arms  the  facred  virgins  ftand. 


* Small  Pox  Hofpital. 
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“ To  fliield  the  vittira  from  thy  ruthhTs  hand. 

'•  Fly  then,  curs’d  Exile  ! to  fome  defert  coaft, 

“ There  wail  thine  honours,  and  thine  empire  loft 

% 

“ For  now,  fecur’d  by  ev’ry  power  divine, 

“ Britannia  miftrefs  of  the  world  fliall  thine, 

“ With  joy  and  victory  for  ever  crown’d, 

“ Alike  for  beauty,  as  for  anus  renown’d." 

WILLIAM  LIPSCOMB, 


CoKPUS  ChRISTI  CoLLtC.E. 
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— Genus  humanum  multofuit  illud  in  arvis 
Durius.  Lucret. 

Quae 

Dcfperat  trafilata  nitefcere  pofl'e,  relinquit.  Hon. 
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A E Tons  of  Albion,  who  with  venturous  rails 
In  unknown  oceans  caught  Antarctic  gales ; 

Dat’d  with  bold  prow  the  bo i herons  main  explore, 
"Where  never  keel  had  plow'd  the  wave  before ; 

Saw  liars  unnam’d  illumine  other  ikies, 

"Which  ne’er  had  fhone  on  European  eyes; 

View’d  on  the  coaft  the  wondering  favage  hand. 
Uncouth,  and  frelli  from  his  Creator’s  hand ; 

While  woods  and  tangling  brakes,  where  wild  he  ran. 
Bore  a rough  femblance  of  primeval  man  : — 

A form  like  this,  illuftrious  fouls,  of  yore 
Your  own  Britannia’s  lea-girt  illand  wore : 
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Ere  Daniili  lances  blufh’d  with  iElla’s  blood  j 
Or  blue-ey'd  Saxons  fail'd  on  Medway's  flood  ; 

Or  Dover's  towering  cliff  from  high  defcried 
C.Tlar's  bold  barks,  which  ftemm’d  a deep  untried. 

Through  fleecy  clouds  the  balmy  fpring-tide  fmil’d ; 
But  all  its  fweets  were  wafted  on  a wild ; 

In  vain  mild  Autumn  (hone  with  mellowing  gleam; 
No  bending  fruitage  blulli’d  beneath  its  beam. 
Rudely  o'erfpread  with  lhadowy  forefts  lay 
Wide  tracklcfs  wafles,  that  never  faw  the  day  : 

Rich  fruitful  plains,  now  waving  deep  with  com. 
Frown'd  rough  and  fliaggy  with  the  tangled  thorn : 
Through  joylefs  heaths,  and  valleys  dark  with  w oods, 
Majeftic  rivers  roll'd  their  ufelefs  floods  : 

Full  oft  the  hunter  check’d  his  ardent  chace. 
Dreading  the  latent  bog  and  green  morafs  : 

While,  like  a binding  mildew,  w ide  wrere  fpread 
Blue  thickening  mifts  in  ftagnant  marlhes  bred. 
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O'er  fcenes  thus  wild  adventurous  Caefar  Bray’d, 

And  joylefs  view’d  the  conquefts  he  had  made  ; 

And  blefs’d  Italia’s  happier  plains  and  ikies. 

Through  pureft  air  where  yellow  olives  rife  ; 

From  elm  to  elm  where  ftretching  tendrils  twine. 
Bending  with  clufters  of  the  purple  vine  : 

While,  fpread  o’er  funny  hill  and  verdant  wood. 
Stray  the  white  flocks,  which  drink  Clitumnus’  flood. 

Rude  as  the  wilds  around  his  fylvan  home 
In  favage  grandeur  fee  the  Briton  roam. 

Bare  were  his  limbs,  and  ftrung  with  toil  and  cold. 
By  untam’d  nature  cart  in  giant-mould. 

O’er  his  broad  brawny  flioulders  loofely  flung 
Shaggy  and  long  his  yellow  ringlets  hung. 

His  waift  an  iron-  belted  falchion  bore, 

MatTy,  and  purpled  deep  with  human  gore : 

His  fcarr’d  and  rudely-painted  limbs  around 
Fantartic  horror-rtriking  figures  frown'd. 
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Which,  monfler-like,  ev’n  to  the  confines  ran 
Of  nature’s  work,  and  left  him  hardly  man. 

His  knitted  brows  and  roiling  eyes  impart 
A direful  image  of  his  ruthlefs  heart} 

Where  war  and  human  bloodihed  brooding  lie. 
Like  thunders  lowering  in  a gloomy  Iky. 

But  you,  illultrious  Fair  Ones  *,  wont  to  brave 
Helvellin’s  ttorms,  and  fport  in  Darwent’s  wave. 
To  your  high  worth  fubraifs  the  lavage  flood. 

As  Gambia's  lions  reverence  princely  blood. 

He  made  no  rubied  lip  nor  fparkling  eye 
The  lhrine  and  god  of  his  idolatry  > 


• Incite  enim  fanftum  quid  ct  providum  focminis  putant. 
Tac.  dc  monbus  Germ.  "Arami  rnt  htriimftnmt 
,u,rm,  rm,  jvmu'w.  Strabo  lib.  vii.  What  is  laid  of  the  an- 
cient German  women  is  applied  by  Mr.  Malon,  and  our  early 
hiftorians,  to  our  countrywomen  of  earlier  ages.  The  impor- 
tant offices,  which  they  filled  in  the  government,  fo  unulual 
in  the  favage  ftatc,  fully  jutiify  this  application. 
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But,  proudly  bending  to  a juft  controul. 

Bow’d  in  obeifance  to  the  female  foul ; 

And  deem’d,  fome  effluence  of  th'  Omnifcient  mind 
In  woman’s  beauteous  image  lay  enfhrin’d  ; 

With  infpiration  on  her  bofom  hung, 

And  flow’d  in  heav’nly  wifdom  from  her  tongue. 
Fam’d  among  warrior-chiefs  the  crown  the  wore ; 

At  freedom’s  call  the  gory  falchion  bore ; 

Rul’d  the  triumphant  car ; and  rank’d  in  fame 
Bonduca’s  with  Cara&acus’s  name. 

No  tender  virgin  heard  th’  impaflion’d  youth 
Breathe  his  warm  vows,  and  fwear  eternal  truth  : 

No  fire,  encircled  by  a blooming  race. 

View’d  his  own  features  in  his  infant’s  face  : 

The  favage  knew  not  wedlock’s  chatter  rite  b ; 


t Uxores  habent  deni  duodenique  inter  fe  communes. 

Si  qui  funt  ex  his  nati,  eorum  habentur  liberi,  a quibus  pri- 
mnm  virgines.quteque  ducts  funt,  Caefar  de  Bello  Gallico. 
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The  torch  of  Hymen  pour'd  a common  light  j 
As  pallion  tir'd,  the  lawlefs  pair  were  blefs’d ; 

And  babes  unfather’d  hung  upon  the  breaft. 

Such  was  the  race,  who  drank  the  light  of  day. 
When  loft  in  weftern  waves  Britannia  lay. 

Content  they  wander’d  o’er  their  heaths  and  moors. 
Nor  thought  that  ocean  roll’d  round  other  lhores. 
Viewing  the  fires,  that  blaz’d  around  their  Ikies, 

M id  the  wide  world  of  waters  let  and  rife. 

They  vainly  deem’d  the  twinkling  orbs  of  light 
For  them  alone  illum'd  the  vault  of  night ; 

For  them  alone  the  golden  lamp  of  day 
Held  its  bright  progrefs  through  the  heav'n’s  high 
way. 

When  the  chill  breeze  of  morning  overhead 
Wav'd  the  dark  boughs,  that  roof’d  his  fylvan  bed. 
Up  the  light  Briton  fprung — to  chafe  the  deer 
Through  Humber’s  vales,  or  heathy  Cheviot  drear. 
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Languid  at  noon  his  fainting  limbs  he  call 
On  the  warm  bank,  and  fought  his  coarfe  repaft. 
With  acorns,  Ihaken  from  the  neighbouring  oak. 

Or  faplefs  bark  c,  that  from  the  trunk  he  broke. 

His  meal  he  made ; and  in  the  cavern’d  dell 
Drank  the  hoarfe  wave,  that  down  the  rough  rocks 
fell. 

At  eve,  retracing  flow  his  morning  road, 

With  wearied  feet  he  gain’d  his  wild  abode. 

No  city  rofe  with  fpires  and  turrets  crown’d ; 

No  iron  war  from  rocky  ramparts  frown’d  : 

But  plain  and  iimple,  in  the  fhadowy  wood. 

The  fhapelefs,  rude-conftru£ted  hamlets  flood : 

O’er  the  deep  trench  an  earthy  mound  arol'e, 

To  guard  the  fylvan  town  from  beafls  and  foes. 

The  crackling  fire,  beneath  the  hawthorn  fhade, 

c Dio  Niceeus  fays,  that  the  Britons  in  the  woods  would  live 
upon  roots  or  bark  of  trees. 
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With  cheerful  blaze  illum'd  the  darkfome  glade. 
Ofttimes  beneath  the  fheltering  oak  was  fpread 
With  leaves  and  lpoils  of  bealts  the  ruftic  bed  : 

In  open  Iky  lie  refts  his  head,  and  lees 
The  liars,  that  twinkle  through  the  waving  trees. 
On  his  bare  breall  die  chilling  dews  defcend  j 
His  yellow  locks  the  midnight  tempefts  rend  ; 
Around,  the  empty  wolf  in  hunger  prowls. 

And  lhakes  the  lonely  forelt  widi  his  howls  : 

Yet  healdi  and  toil  weigh  down  the  fenfe,  and  lteep 
His  wearied  aching  limbs  in  balmy  lleep  ; 

Till  the  pale  twilight  opes  the  glimmering  glades. 
And  llowly  gains  upon  the  mid-wood  fliades. 

But  ah  ! unwelcome  rofe  die  peaceful  mom 
On  Albion's  fous,  for  war  and  glory  born. 

Lo  ! how  Britannia’s  woods  and  hills  refound 
With  martial  yells,  and  blaze  with  arms  around  ! 
War  is  dieir  fport : at  day-fpring  forth  they  go. 
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With  fpear  and  fhield,  and  find  or  make  a foe  ; 

Join  the  wild  fight ; and  with  the  fetting  fun 
Bear  home  their  plunder ; and  the  war  is  done. 
’Twixt  bordering  tribes  eternal  difcords  reign'd  ; 

Not  foreign  foes  thefe  native  feuds  reftrain'd  ; 

Elfe  nurs’d  in  arms,  and  prodigal  of  breath. 

And,  reft  of  freedom,  nobly  wooing  death, 

Had  Albion’s  warlike  ftates  united  pour'd 
The  godlike  vengeance  of  the  patriot  fword  ; 

Julius  d had  fleer’d  with  daring  helm  in  vain 
To  ifles  embolom’d  in  th’  Atlantic  main  ; 

Nor  Rome’s  imperial  eagle,  borne  on  high. 

Had  fpread  her  pinions  in  our  northern  Iky. 

Furious  as  mountain-beafts,  the  tribes  engage. 

With  yells,  and  clanging  arms  e,  and  frantic  rage. 

* Vide  Tacitus. 

• Their  arms  are  a fhield  and  fhort  fpear,  in  the  lower  end 
whereof  is  a piece  of  brafs,  like  an  apple,  that  by  fliaking  it 
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Rapid  die  Briton  hurls  the  bolts  of  war. 

Mounted,  like  Fate,  upon  his  fcythed  car ! 

Refifflels  fcours  die  plain,  and  burlts  die  files. 

As  niad  Tornadoes  fweep  the  Indian  iiles  j 
The  fcythes  and  hooks  widi  mangled  limbs  hung  round, 
Yet  quick,  and  writhing  ghaltly  widi  die  wound : 
Adown  the  madding  wheels  in  torrents  pour 
Th'  empurpled  lmoking  dreams  of  human  gore  : 
While  high  in  air  the  fighs  and  llirieks  and  groans 
Afcend,  one  direfiil  peal  of  mortal  moans. 

Pale,  panic-ftruck,  and  fix’d  as  in  a trance, 

The  Romans  ftood,  and  dropp'd  the  ufelcfs  lance  : 
And  fear’d,  their  venturous  banners  were  unfurl’d 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  mortal  world ; 

And  more  than  men,  horrific  in  dieir  might, 

Dar’d  diem  from  Albion’s  cliffs  to  fatal  fight. 

they  may  terrify  the  enemy. — Camden’s  Britannia,  taken  from 
Dio  ISicatus,  out  of  Xiphilin's  Epitome. 
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Thus  fought  Britannia’s  fons  j — but  when  o’er- 
thrown. 

More  keen  and  fierce  the  flame  of  freedom  {hone. 

Ye  woods,  whofe  cold  and  lengthen’d  trafts  of  {hade 
Rofe  on  the  day  when  fun  and  ftars  were  made ; 
Waves  of  Lodore,  that  from  the  mountain’s  brow 
Tumble  your  flood,  and  {hake  the  vale  below ; 
Majeftic  Skiddaw,  round  whofe  tracklefs  fteep 
Mid  the  bright  funfliine  darkfome  tempefts  fweep  : 
To  you  the  patriot  fled  j his  native  land 
He  fpurn’d,  when  proffer’d  by  a conqueror’s  hand  ; 
In  you  to  roam  at  large  ; to  lay  his  head 
On  the  bleak  rock,  unclad,  unhous’d,  unfed  : 

Hid  in  the  aguifh  fen  f whole  days  to  reft. 

The  numbing  waters  gather’d  round  his  breaft; 

f Many  ancient  writers  aflcrt,  that  the  Britons  in  their  re- 
treat  would  hide  theml'elves  in  the  bogs  up  to  their  chins  in 
water. — Dio  Nicaeus,  &c. 
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To  fee  Defpondence  cloud  each  rifing  morn, 

And  dark  Defpair  hang  o’er  the  years  unborn  : 

Yet  here,  ev’n  here,  he  greatly  dar’d  to  lie. 

And  drain  the  lufcious  dregs  of  liberty ; 

Outcaft  of  nature,  fainting,  wafted,  wan. 

To  breathe  an  air  his  own,  and  live  a Man. 

But  * when  with  conqueft  crown’d,  he  taught  his 
foes. 

What  free-born  man  on  free-born  man  bellows. 

He,  in  the  pride  and  infolence  of  war. 

Ne’er  bound  th’  indignant  captive  to  his  car ; 

Nor  with  ignoble  toils  or  fervile  chains 
Debas’d  the  blood  that  l'wells  the  hero’s  veins ; 

Nor  meanly  barter’d  for  unworthy  gold 
The  foul  that  animates  the  human  mould  : 

r For  the  train  of  thought  through  this  paragraph,  the  au- 
thor is  indebted  to  a I'pcech  of  Caraftacus  in  Mr.  Mafon's 
Tragedy. 
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But  reverenc’d  kindred  valour,  though  o’erthrown  ; 
Difdain'd  to  hear  a warrior  meanly  moan  ; 

Gave  him  to  die ; and  by  the  generous  blow 
Reftor’d  that  freedom  he  had  loll  below. 

For  limple  nature  taught  his  foul  to  rife 
To  nobler  powers,  and  realms  beyond  the  Ikies. 

Though  to  his  view  th’  Almighty  voice  had  ne’er 
Stay’d  the  proud  fun  amid  his  bright  career ; 

Pour’d  from  the  flinty  rock  the  cryllal  flream  ; 

Or  fhed  on  fightlefs  eyes  the  glrtdfome  beam ; 

Bad  the  deep  waters  of  the  main  divide. 

And  ope  an  highway  through  the  pathlefs  tide  ; 

Or  ftiffen’d  corfes,  cold  and  pale  in  death, 

Blufh  with  new  life,  and  heave  again  with  breath  ! 
Yet  gazing  round  him  he  beheld  the  God 
Hold  in  all  nature’s  works  his  dread  abode  : 

He  faw  him  beaming  in  the  filver  moon. 

Effulgent  burning  in  the  blaze  of  noon, 

M 
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On  the  dark  bofom  of  the  Bonn  reclin’d. 

Speaking  in  thunder,  riding  on  the  wind. 

And,  mid  the  earthquake's  awful  riot  hurl'd. 
Shaking  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world. 

Hence  Superftition  fpning  in  elder  time, 

Wild  as  the  foil,  and  gloomy  as  the  clime. 

Midft  rocks  and  wades  the  Grove  tremendous  rofe 
O’er  the  rude  altars  hung  in  dread  repofe 
A twilight  pale  ; like  the  dim  fickly  noon. 

When  the  mid-fun  retires  behind  the  moon. 

From  founding  caverns  mill'd  the  darkfome  flood  j 
Each  antique  trunk  was  flain'd  with  human  blood. 
'Twas  fung,  that  birds  in  terror  fled  the  ihade  h ; 
That  lightnings  harmlefs  round  the  branches  play'd  j 
And,  in  the  hour  of  fate,  the  Central  Oak 
Shook  with  the  fpirit  of  the  God,  and  fpoke. 

The  Roman  check'd  awhile  his  conquering  band. 


u Vide  Lucan’s  defcription  of  a Druid’s  Grove,  b.  iii. 
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And  dropp’d  th’  imperial  Eagle  from  his  hand ; 

And  feem’d,  while  fhuddering  borne  through  Mona’s 
wood. 

To  tread  the  confines  of  the  Stygian  flood. 

What  direful  rites  thefe  gloomy  haunts  difgrace. 
Bane  of  the  mind,  and  fliame  of  man’s  high  race  ! 
’Twas  deem’d,  the  circles  of  the  waving  wand, 

The  myftic  figures,  and  the  muttering  band. 

Held  o’er  all  nature’s  works  as  powerful  lway. 

As  the  great  Lord  and  Maker  of  the  day. 

Rocks,  by  infernal  fpells  and  magic  prayer. 

Shook  from  their  bale,  and  trembled  high  in  air : 
The  blalted  ftars  their  fading  light  withdrew; 

The  labouring  moon  tiled  down  a baleful  dew ; 
Spirits  of  hell  aerial  dances  led  ; 

And  rifted  graves  gave  up  the  pale  cold  dead. 
Imperial  Man,  creation’s  lord  and  pride. 

To  crown  the  facrificial  horrors,  died ; 
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That  Hefus,  direly  pleas'd,  in  joyous  mood. 

Might  Beth  their  fwords,  and  glut  their  Icythes  with 
blood ; 

And  Taranis,  amidlt  his  tempefts,  fmile. 

And  roll  innocuous  thunders  o’er  their  ifle. 

By  rites  thus  dread  the  Druid  Priefts  imprefs’d 
A facred  horror  on  the  lavage  brealb 

Hail,  heav’n-born  Seers,  whofe  magic  fingers  ftrung 
The  Cambrian  lyre ; who  Locrine’s  triumphs  fung 
To  the  dark  haunts  of  Snowdon's  icy  caves, 
Plinlimmon’s  cliffs,  and  Deva's  haunted  waves  ; 

Or  where,  as  Vaga  roll'd  her  winding  flood. 

High  on  the  grey  rocks  wav’d  the  hanging  wood. 

Ye,  wandering  frequent  by  romantic  flreams, 

With  harps,  that  glitter’d  to  the  moon’s  pale  beams  *, 
Sooth’d  by  your  midnight  hymns  the  warrior’s  ghofl, 

1 For  the  image  in  this  line  the  author  is  indebted  to  Mr. 
Mafon's  Caratlacus. 
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Whofp  cold  bones  whiten’d  Arvon’s  dreary  coaft. 
Ye  lung  the  courfes  of  the  wandering  moon ; 

The  fun-beam  darken’d  in  the  blaze  of  noon ; 

The  ftars  unerring  in  their  glittering  fpheres; 

The  fure  proceflion  of  the  circling  years  ; 

And  the  dread  Powers,  that  rule  the  world  on  high, 
And  hold  celeftial  fynods  in  the  Iky. 

When  hoftile  nations  met  with  barbarous  clang, 
And  the  wild  heath  with  yelling  fquadrons  rang  3 
When  beams  of  light  from  ferried  lances  Itream'd, 
And  vivid  flailies  o’er  the  high  heav’ns  gleam’d  ; 
Fir’d  by  your  magic  fongs,  the  Briton  pour'd 
A tenfold  fury  ; dar’d  th’  uplifted  lword  ; 

Envy’d  the  lliades  of  chiefs  in  battle  flain  ; 

And  burn’d  to  join  them  on  th’  ethereal  plain. 

For  warrior- fouls,  ye  fung,  would  deathlefs  bloom, 
When  the  cold  limbs  lay  mouldering  in  the  tomb ; 
From  the  pale  ftiff’ning  corfes  wing  their  flight. 
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And  rife  in  kindred  mould  to  life  and  light ; . 

Again  in  arms  fill  the  dire  yell  of  war ; 

Again  to  havoc  drive  the  fcythed  car ; 

Till  earth  and  air  and  feas  fhould  link  in  flame. 

The  fiery  deluge  melting  nature’s  frame  : 

When,  amidft  blazing  orbs,  the  warrior-foul. 

Borne  through  the  milky  way  and  Harry  pole. 
Would  painlefs  tenant  through  eternal  years 
Manlions  of  purefi  blil's  in  brighter  fpheres  : 

In  martial  lports  engage  its  kindred  lhades, 

Tame  the  wild  Heeds,  and  brandifh  gleaming  blades 
Or  on  the  clouds  reclin’d,  with  breafi  on  fire, 

Lill  the  heroic  ftrains  of  Cadwall’s  lyre  ; 

In  Mador's  verfe  renew  its  mortal  toils  ; 

And  lliine  through  Hoel's  longs  in  hoflile  fpoils. 

In  Albion’s  ancient  days,  midll  northern  fnows. 
Hardy  and  bold,  immortal  Freedom  rofe. 

She  roam'd  the  founding  margin  of  the  deep. 
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Conway’s  wild  bank,  and  Cader’s  craggy  deep : 

A bloody  wolf-ikin  o’er  her  back  was  fpread  $ 

An  axe  lhe  bore ; and  wild  weeds  grac’d  her  head  k. 
On  Snowdon’s  cliff's  reclin’d,  lhe  watch’d  on  high 
The  tempeft-driven  clouds,  that  crofs’d  the  iky ; 

Or  caught  with  likening  ear  the  founding  gale. 
When  the  dread  war-long  fliook  the  didaiit?  dale. 

At  battle’s  clofe  die  roam’d  th’  enlanguin’d  plain. 
And  gaz’d  the  threatening  afpefts  of  the  flain. 

Now  from  ignoble  doth  ihe  rarely  role, 

F or  favage  Freedom  dnks  to  mute  repofe  j 

Now  to  wild  joys,  and  the  bowl’s  maddening  powers. 

Gave  up  the  torpid  fenle  and  lilllefs  hours ; 

Now  joyful  faw  the  naked  fword  difplay’d, 

Tho’  brother’s  blood  dow’d  reeking  from  the  blade. 
By  tyrants  funk  die  rofe  more  proudly  great. 

As  ocean  fwells  indignant  in  the  drait ; 


k Vide  Chatterton’s  Ode  to  freedom. 
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And,  borne  in  chains  from  Cambria’s  mountains  bleak 
Rais'd  virtue’s  generous  blulh  on  Caelar’s  cheek. 

But  ah  ! full  many  a dark  and  ftormy  year 
She  dropp'd  o'er  Albion's  ille  the  patriot  tear. 

Retir’d  to  mountains,  from  the  craggy  dell 
She  caught  the  Norman  curfeu’s  tyrant  knell : 

Sad  to  her  view  the  baron's  caftle  frown’d 
Bold  from  the  lleep,  and  aw’d  the  plains  around : 

She  forrowing  heard  the  papal  thunders  roll, 

And  mourn'd  th'  ignoble  bondage  of  the  foul : 

She  blulh  d,  O Cromwell,  blulh'd  at  Charles’s  doom  ; 
And  wept,  mifguided  Sidney,  o’er  thy  tomb. 

But  now  reviv’d,  lhe  boalls  a purer  caufe, 

Refin'd  by  fcience,  form’d  by  generous  laws  ; 

High  hangs  her  helmet  in  the  banner’d  hall. 

Nor  founds  her  clarion,  but  at  honour’s  call : 

* Vide  Tacitus's  account  of  Caraflacus  at  the  throne  of 
Claudius. 
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Now  walks  the  land  with  olive  chaplets  crown’d. 
Exalting  worth,  and  beaming  fafety  round  : 

With  fecret  joy  and  conlcious  pride  admires 
The  patriot  fpirit,  which  herfelf  in fp ires  ; 

Sees  barren  waltes  with  unknown  fruitage  bloom ; 
Sees  Labour  bending  patient  o’er  the  loom  j 
Sees  Science  rove  through  academic  bowers  j 
And  peopled  cities  lift  their  fpiry  towers  : 

Trade  fwells  her  fails,  wherever  ocean  rolls, 

Glows  at  the  line,  and  freezes  at  the  poles  : 

While  thro’  unwater’d  plains  and  wondering  meads 
Waves  not  its  own  th'  obedient  river  leads. 

But  chief  the  godlike  Mind,  which  bears  imprefs’d 
Its  Maker’s  glorious  image  full  confefs’d  j 
Nobleft  of  works  created  ; more  divine 
Than  all  the  ftarry  worlds  that  nightly  lhine  j 
Form’d  to  live  on,  unconfcious  of  decay. 

When  the  wide  univerfe  fhall  melt  aw  ay : 
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The  Mind,  which,  hid  in  favage  breads  of  yore. 

Lay,  like  Golconda’s  gems,  an  ufelel's  ore. 

Now  greatly  dares  lublimelt  aims  to  fcan  ; 

Enriches  fcieuce,  and  ennobles  man  ; 

Unveils  the  femblance,  which  its  God  bellow’d, 

And  draws  more  near  the  fount,  from  whence  it 
flow’d. 
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PALESTINE. 


REFT  of  thy  fons,  amid  thy  foes  forlorn. 

Mourn,  widow’d  queen,  forgotten  Sion,  mourn  ! 

Is  this  thy  place,  fad  City,  this  thy  throne. 

Where  the  wild  defert  rears  its  craggy  (tone  ? 

While  funs  unbleft  their  angry  luftre  fling. 

And  way-worn  pilgrims  leek  the  fcanty  fpring  ? — 
Where  now  thy  pomp,  which  kings  with  envy  view’d  ? 
Where  now  thy  might,  which  all  thofe  kings  fubdu’d  ? 
No  martial  myriads  mufter  in  thy  gate ; 

No  fuppliant  nations  in  thy  Temple  wait ; 

No  prophet  bards,  thy  glittering  courts  among. 
Wake  the  full  lyre,  and  fwell  the  tide  of  fong  : 

*3 
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But  lawlefs  Might,  and  meagre  Want  is  there. 

And  the  quick -darting  eye  of  refllefs  Fear, 

While  cold  Oblivion,  ’mid  thy  ruins  laid. 

Folds  his  dank  wing*  beneath  the  ivy  lliade. 

Ye  guardian  faints  ! ye  warrior  fons  of  heaven  b. 

To  whofe  high  care  Judaea’s  ftate  was  given  ! 

O wont  of  old  your  nightly  watch  to  keep, 

A hoft  of  gods,  on  Sion's  towery  tteep c ! 

If  e'er  your  fecret  footfteps  linger  dill 
By  Siloa's  fount,  or  Tabor’s  echoing  hill, 

If  e’er  your  fong  on  Salem's  glories  dwell, 

And  mourn  the  captive  land  you  lov’d  fo  well  j 

• Alluding  to  the  ufual  manner  in  which  deep  is  reprefented 
tn  ancient  (tames.  Sec  alto  Pindar,  Pyth.  1.  v.  16,  17.  “ 

“ r*»»  w Ir#»  i7.“ 

11  Authorities  for  thefe  celcftial  warriors  may  he  found, 
Jofh.  v.  1 j.  2 Kings  vi.  2.  2 Macc.  v.  3.  Ibid.  xi.  Jofeph.  Ed. 
Hudf.  vi.  p.  1282.  et  alibi  paflim. 

1 It  is  fcarccly  nccefTary  to  mention  the  lofty  fite  of  Jerufa- 
lem.  “ The  hill  of  God  is  a high  hill,  even  a high  hill  as  the 
" hill  of  Baflian.” 
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(For,  oft,  ’tis  faid,  in  Kedron’s  palmy  vale 
Myfterious  harpings  d fwell  the  midnight  gale. 

And,  bleft  as  balmy  dews  that  Hermon  cheer. 

Melt  in  foft  cadence  on  the  pilgrim’s  ear  ■,) 

Forgive,  bleft  fpirits,  if  a theme  fo  high 
Mock  the  weak  notes  of  mortal  minftrelfy’ ! 

Yet,  might  your  aid  this  anxious  breaft  infpire 
With  one  faint  fpark  of  Milton’s  feraph  fire. 

Then  fliould  my  Mufe  e afcend  with  bolder  flight. 
And  wave  her  eagle-wing  exulting  in  the  light. 

|. 

O happy  once  in  heaven’s  peculiar  love. 

Delight  of  men  below,  and  faints  above  ! 

Tho’,  Salem,  now,  the  fpoiler’s  ruffian  hand 
Has  loos’d  his  hell-hounds  o’er  thy  wafted  land 
Tho’  weak,  and  whelm’d  beneath  the  ftorms  of  fate, 

d See  Sandys,  and  other  travellers  into  Afia. 
e Common  pra&ice,  and  the  authority  of  Milton,  feem  fuf- 
ficient  to  juftify  uiing  this  term  as  a perfonification  of  poetry. 
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Thy  houfe  is  left  unto  thee  defolate  ; 

Tho’  thy  proud  Hones  in  cumbrous  ruin  fall. 

And  leas  of  land  o'ertop  thy  mouldering  wall ; 

Yet  lhall  the  Mule  to  Fancy's  ardent  view 
Each  lhadowy  trace  of  faded  pomp  renew  : 

And  as  the  leer  1 on  Pifgah’s  topmolt  brow 
^ ith  gliltening  eye  beheld  the  plain  below. 

With  prefcient  ardour  drank  die  fcented  gale. 

And  bade  the  opening  glades  of  Canaan  hail  j 
Her  eagle  eye  ftiall  fcan  the  profpeft  wide, 

From  Carmel’s  cliffs  to  Almotana’s  s tide ; 

The  flinty  walle,  the  cedar-tufted  hill. 

The  liquid  health  of  fmooth  Ardeni's  8 rill ; 

The  grot,  where,  by  die  watch-fire’s  evening  blaze. 
The  robber  riots,  or  the  hermit  prays  h ; 

r Moles. 

■ Almotana  is  the  oriental  name  for  the  Dead  Sea,  as  A r de- 
ni is  for  Jordan. 

h The  mountains  of  Paleftine  are  full  of  caverns,  which  are 
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Or,  where  the  temped  rives  the  hoary  done. 

The  wintry  top  of  giant  Lebanon. 

Fierce,  hardy,  proud,  in  confcious  freedom  bold, 
Thofe  ltormy  feats  the  warrior  Drufes  1 hold  ; 

From  Norman  blood  their  lofty  line  they  trace. 
Their  lion  courage  proves  their  generous  race. 
They,  only  they,  while  all  around  them  kneel 
In  fullen  homage  to  the  Thracian  deel. 

Teach  their  pale  defpot’s  waning  moon  k to  fear 
The  patriot  terrors  of  the  mountain  fpear. 

Yes,  valorous  chiefs,  while  yet  your  fabres  dune. 


generally  occupied  in  one  or  other  of  the  methods  here  men- 
tioned. Vide  Sandys,  Maundrell,  and  Calmct,  paffim. 

1 The  untameable  fpirit,  fcodal  cuftoms,  and  affection  for 
Europeans,  which  diftinguifh  this  extraordinary  race,  who 
boaft  themfelves  to  be  a remnant  of  the  Crufaders,  are  well 
defcribed  in  Pages.  The  account  of  their  celebrated  Emir, 
Facciardini,  in  Sandys,  is  alfo  very  interefting. 

k “ The  Turkifh  fultans,  whole  moon  teems  faft  approach- 
“ ing  to  its  wane.”  Sir  W.  Jones’s  tft  Dilcourfe  to  the  Afiatic 
Society. 
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The  native  guard  of  feeble  Paleftine, 

O ever  thus,  by  no  vain  boaft  difmay'd. 

Defend  the  birthright  of  the  cedar  (hade  ! 

What  tho’  no  more  for  you  the  confcious  gale 
Swells  the  white  bofom  of  the  Tyrian  fail ; 

Tho’  now  no  more  your  glittering  marts  unfold 
Sidonian  dyes  and  Lufitanian  gold 1 j 
Tho’  not  for  you  the  pale  and  (ickly  Have 
Forgets  the  light  in  Ophir’s  wealthy  cave  j 
Yet  your's  the  lot,  in  proud  contentment  blelt. 
Where  cheerful  labour  leads  to  tranquil  reft. 

No  robber  rage  the  ripening  harveft  knows  j 
And  unreftrain’d  the  generous  vintage  flows  m: 

1 The  gold  of  the  Tyrians  chiefly  came  from  Portugal, 
which  was  probably  their  Tarfhifh. 

m In  the  fouthcrn  parts  of  Paleftine  the  inhabitants  reap 
their  corn  green,  as  they  aie  not  fure  that  it  will  ever  be  al- 
lowed to  come  to  maturity.  The  opprcflion  to  which  the  cul- 
tivators of  vineyards  are  fubjeft  throughout  the  Ottoman  em- 
pire is  well  known. 
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Nor  lefs  your  fons  to  manlieft  deeds  afpire. 

And  Afia’s  mountains  glow  with  Spartan  fire. 

So  when,  deep  finking  in  the  rofy  main. 

The  weftern  Sun  forfakes  the  Syrian  plain. 

His  watery  rays  refra&ed  luftre  fhed. 

And  pour  their  lateft  light  on  Carmel’s  head. 

Yet  Ihines  your  praife,  amid  furrounding  gloom. 
As  the  lone  lamp  that  trembles  in  the  tomb  : 

For,  few  the  fouls  that  fpurn  a tyrant’s  chain. 

And  fmall  the  bounds  of  freedom’s  fcanty  reign. 

As  the  poor  outcaft  on  the  cheerlefs  wild, 

Arabia’s  parent n,  clafp’d  her  fainting  child. 

And  wander’d  near  the  roof  no  more  her  home, 
Forbid  to  linger,  yet  afraid  to  roam  : 

My  furrowing  Fancy  quits  the  happier  height. 

And  fouthward  throws  her  half-averted  light. 

For  fad  the  fcenes  Judaea’s  plains  difclofe, 

• Hagar. 
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A drear}'  wade  of  undidinguidt'd  woes  : 

See  War  untir'd  his  crimfon  pinions  fpread. 

And  foul  Revenge  that  tramples  on  the  dead ! 

Lo,  where  from  for  the  guarded  fountains  ° lhine. 
Thy  tents,  Nebaioth,  rife,  and  Kedar,  thine  P ! 

'Tis  your’s  the  boat!  to  mark  the  llranger’s  way. 

And  l'pur  your  headlong  chargers  on  the  prey. 

Or  roufe  your  nightly  numbers  from  afar. 

And  on  the  hamlet  pour  the  wade  of  war ; 

Nor  lpare  the  hoary  head,  nor  bid  your  eye  i 
Revere  the  lacred  fmile  of  infancy. 

Such  now  the  clans,  whole  fiery  couriers  feed 
Where  waves  on  Kilhon’s  bank  the  whifpering  reed; 
And  theirs  the  foil,  where,  curling  to  the  Ikies, 

° The  watering  places  are  generally  befet  with  Arabs,  who 
exaft  toll  from  all  comers.  Sec  Harmer  and  Pages. 

f Sec  Ammianus  Marcellinus,  lib.  xiv.  p.  43.  Ed.  Valcf.  ' 
H “ Thine  eye  lhall  not  fparc  them." 
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Smokes  on  Gerizim’s  mount  Samaria’s  facrifice r. 
While  Ifrael’s  Tons,  by  fcorpion  curfes  driven. 
Outcasts  of  earth,  and  reprobate  of  heaven. 

Through  the  wide  world  in  hopelefs  exile  ftray, 
Remorfe  and  lhame  foie  comrades  of  their  way. 

In  dumb  defpair  their  country’s  wrongs  behold. 

And,  dead  to  glory,  only  burn  for  gold. 

O Thou,  their  Guide,  their  Father,  and  their  Lord, 
Lov’d  for  Thy  mercies,  for  Thy  power  ador’d  ! 

If  at  Thy  Name  the  waves  forgot  their  force. 

And  refluent  Jordan  fought  his  trembling  fource’j 
If  at  Thy  Name  like  flieep  the  mountains  fled. 

And  haughty  Sirion  bow'd  his  marble  head  j — 

To  Ifrael’s  woes  a pitying  ear  incline. 

And  raife  from  earth  Thy  long-neglected  vine  ! 

r A miferable  remnant  of  Samaritan  worfhip  (till  exifts  on 
fylount  Gerizim.  Maundrell  relates  his  converfation  with  the 
high  pvicft. 

* Plalm  cxiv. 
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Her  rifled  fruits  behold  the  heathen  bear. 

And  wild-wood  boars  her  mangled  cluftcrs  tear. 

Was  it  for  this  the  flretch'd  her  peopled  reign 
From  far  Euphrates  to  the  weflem  main  > 

For  this,  o’er  many  a hill  her  boughs  the  threw. 

And  her  wide  anus  like  goodly  cedars  grew  ? 

For  this,  proud  Edom  flept  beneath  her  fhade, 

And  o'er  th'  Arabian  deep  her  branches  play’d  ? 

O feeble  boat!  of  tranfitory  power ! 

Vain,  fmitlefs  tmft  of  Judah’s  happier  hour  ! 

Not  fuch  their  hope,  when  through  the  parted 
main 

Hie  cloudy  wonder  led  the  warrior  train  : 

Not  fuch  their  hope,  when  thro’  the  fields  of  night 
The  torch  of  heaven  diffus’d  its  friendly  light : 

Not,  when  fierce  Conqueft  urg’d  the  onward  war. 
And  hurl’d  Hem  Canaan  from  his  iron  car : 

Nor,  when  five  monarch*  led  to  Gibeon’s  fight. 
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In  rude  array,  the  harnefs’d  Amorite  * : 

Yes — in  that  hour,  by  mortal  accents  flay’d. 

The  lingering  Sun  his  fiery  wheels  delay’d ; 

The  Moon,  obedient,  trembled  at  the  found. 

Curb’d  her  pale  car,  and  check’d  her  mazy  round  ! 

Let  Sinai  tell — for  fhe  beheld  his  might. 

And  God’s  own  darknefs  veil’d  her  confcious  height : 
(He,  cherub-borne,  upon  the  whirlwind  rode, 

And  the  red  mountain  like  a furnace  glow’d  :) 

Let  Sinai  tell — but  who  fhall  dare  recite 
His  praife,  his  power,  eternal,  infinite  ? — 
Awe-flruck  I ceafe ; nor  bid  my  ftrains  afpire. 

Or  ferve  his  altar  with  unhallow’d  fireu. 

Such  were  the  cares  that  watch’d  o’er  Ifrael’s  fate. 
And  fuch  the  glories  of  their  infant  fiate. 
-—Triumphant  race  ! and  did  your  power  decay  ? 

* Jofh.  x. 

" Alluding  to  the  fate  of  Nadab  and  Abihu. 
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Fail  d the  bright  promifc  of  your  early  day  ? 

No ; — by  that  (word,  which,  red  with  heathen  gore, 
A giant  l'poil,  the  tripling  champion  bore ; 

By  him,  the  chief  to  farthell  India  known. 

Tire  mighty  mailer  * of  the  ivory  throne ; 

In  heaven's  own  llrength,  high  towering  o'er  her  foes. 
Victorious  Salem’s  lion  banner  rofe  : 

Before  her  footllool  prollrate  nations  lay. 

And  vailal  tyrants  crouch'd  beneath  her  fway. 

— And  he,  the  warrior  fage,  whole  rcltlefs  mind 
Through  nature's  mazes  wander’d  unconfin’d  r ; 
Who  every  bird,  and  bealt,  and  inleft  knew. 


* Solomon.  Ophir  is  by  molt  geographers  placed  in  the 
Aurta  Cherfonefus.  Sec  Tavernier  and  Raleigh. 

f The  Arabian  mythology  refpefting  Solomon  is  in  itfelf  fo 
fafeinating,  is  fo  illuftrative  of  the  prefent  Rate  of  the  country, 
and  on  the  whole  fo  agreeable  to  Scripture,  that  it  was  judged 
improper  to  omit  all  mention  of  it,  though  its  wildnefs  might 
have  operated  as  an  objc&ion  to  making  it  a principal  objeft 
in  the  poem. 
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And  fpake  of  every  plant  that  quaffs  the  dew  5 
To  him  were  known — fo  Hagar’s  offspring  tejl — 
The  powerful  figill  and  the  llarry  fpeli ; 

The  midnight  call,  hell’s  fhadowy  legions  dread. 
And  founds  that  burft  the  flumbers  of  the  dead. 
Hence  all  his  might ; for,  who  could  thefe  oppofe  ? 
And  Tadmor  thus,  and  Syrian  Balbec  rofe  7. 

Yet  e’en  the  works  of  toiling  Genii  fall. 

And  vain  was  Eftakhar’s  enchanted  wall. 

In  frantic  couverfe  with  the  mournful  wind. 

There  oft  the  houfelefs  Santon “ relts  reclin'd ; 


z Palmyra  was  really  built  by  Solomon,  and  univerfal  tradi- 
tion marks  him  out,  with  great  probability,  as  the  founder  of 
Balbec.  Eftakhar,  an  immenfe  pile  of  ruinous  building,  near 
the  Euphrates,  is  alfo  attributed  to  him  by  the  Arabs.  See  th* 
Romance  of  Vathek. 

* It  is  well  known  that  the  Santons  are  real  or  jiffefted 
madmen,  pretending  to  extraordinary  fandtity,  who  wander 
about  the  country,  fleeping  in  caves  or  old  ruins. 
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Strange  iliapes  he  views,  and  drinks  with  wondering 
ears 

The  voices  of  the  dead,  and  fongs  of  other  years. 

Such,  the  faint  echo  of  departed  prail'e. 

Still  found  Arabia’s  legendary  lays  ; 

And  thus  their  fabling  bards  delight  to  tell 
How  lovely  were  thy  tents,  O Ifrael ! 

For  thee  his  ivory  load  Behemoth  b bore. 

And  far  Sofala  c teem’d  with  golden  ore  ; 

Thine  all  the  Arts  that  wait  on  wealth’s  increafe, 

Or  batk  and  wanton  in  the  beam  of  peace. 

When  Tyber  llept  beneath  the  cyprefs  gloom, 

And  filence  held  the  lonely  woods  of  Rome  j 
Or  ere  to  Greece  the  builder’s  ikill  was  known, 

Or  the  light  chifel  brufh’d  the  Parian  Hone ; 

t Behemoth  is  fometimes  fuppofed  to  mean  the  elephant, 
in  which  lenfe  it  is  here  ufed. 

c An  African  port  to  the  fouth  of  Bab-el-mandeb,  celebrated 
for  gold-mines. 
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Yet  herb  fair  Science  nurs’d  her  infant  fire. 

Farm’d  by  the  artift  aid  of  friendly  Tyre. 

Then  tower’d  the  palace,  then  in  awful  date 
The  Temple  rear’d  its  everlafting  gate. 

No  workman  fteel,  no  ponderous  axes  rung  d ; 

Like  fome  tall  palm  the  noifelefs  fabric  fprung. 
Majeftic  filence  ! — then  the  harp  awoke. 

The  cymbal  clang’d,  the  deep-voic’d  trumpet  fpoke  j 
And  Salem  fpread  her  fuppliant  arms  abroad, 

Ey’d  the  defcending  flame,  and  blefs’d  the  prefent 
God  e. 

Nor  fhrunk  fhe  then,  when,  raging  deep  and  loud. 
Beat  o’er  her  foul  the  billows  of  the  proud. 

A “ There  was  neither  hammer,  nor  axe,  nor  any  tool  of 
“ iron,  heard  in  the  houfe  while  it  was  in  building."  i Kings 
vi.  7. 

c “ And  when  all  the  children  of  Ifrael  faw  how  the  fire 
“ came  down,  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  upon  the  houfe,  they 
“ bowed  themfelves  with  their  faces  to  the  ground  upon  the 
“ pavement,  and  worfhipped."  2 Chron.  vir.  3. 


u 2 


84 


PALESTINE. 


E’en  they  who,  dragg’d  to  Shinar’s  fiery  fand. 

Till’d  with  reluctant  llrength  the  ltranger's  iand  j 
Who  fadly  told  the  How-revolving  years. 

And  fteep’d  the  captive's  bitter  bread  with  tears 
Yet  oft  their  hearts  with  kindling  hopes  would  burn. 
Their  deiiin'd  triumphs,  and  their  glad  return  : 

And  their  fad  lyre*,  which,  filent  and  unftrung, 

In  mournful  ranks  on  Babel's  willows  hung. 

Would  oft  awake  to  chaunt  their  future  fame, 

And  from  the  Ikies  their  lingering  Saviour  claim. 

Hi*  promis'd  aid  could  every  fear  controul ; 

This  nerv'd  the  warrior's  arm,  this  heel'd  the  martyr’s 
foul! 

Nor  vain  their  hope: — bright  beaming  through 
the  Iky, 

Burft  in  full  blaze  the  Day-fpring  from  on  high  ; 
Earth's  utmoft  illes  exulted  at  the  fight. 

And  crowding  nations  drauk  the  orient  light. 
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Lo,  ftar-led  chiefs  Alfyrian  odours  bring. 

And  bending  Magi  feek  their  infant  king  ! 

Mark'd  ye,  where,  hovering  o’er  his  radiant  head. 
The  dove’s  white  wings  celeftial  glory  lbed  ? 
Daughter  of  Sion  ! virgin  queen  ! rejoice  ! 

Clap  the  glad  hand,  and  lift  th’  exulting  voice  ! 

He  comes, — but  not  in  regal  fplendour  dreft. 

The  haughty  diadem,  the  Tyrian  veft  ; 

Not  arm’d  in  flame,  all  glorious  from  afar. 

Of  hofts  the  chieftain,  and  the  lord  of  war  : 

Mefiiah  comes  : — let  furious  difcord  ceafe  5 
Be  peace  on  earth  before  the  Prince  of  peace  ! 

Difeafe  and  anguifh  feel  his  bleft  controul, 

And  howling  fiends  releale  the  tortur’d  foul ; 

The  beams  of  gladnefs  hell’s  dark  caves  illume. 

And  Mercy  broods  above  the  diftant  gloom. 

Thou  palfied  earth,  with  noonday  night  o’erfpread ! 
Thou  fickening  fun,  fo  dark,  fo  deep,  fo  red  ! 
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Ye  hovering  ghofts,  that  throng  the  ftarlefs  air, 
Why  iliakes  the  earth?  why  fades  the  light?  declare 
Are.thofe  his  limbs,  with  ruthlel's  fcourges  torn  ? 
His  brows,  all  bleeding  with  die  twilled  thorn  ? 

His  the  pale  form,  the  meek  forgiving  eye 
Rais'd  from  the  crofs  in  patient  agony  ? 

— Be  dark,  thou  fun, — thou  noonday  night  arife. 
And  hide,  oh  hide  the  dreadful  l'acrifice  ! 

Ye  faithful  few,  by  bold  aft'e&ion  led, 

Who  round  die  Saviour's  crofs  your  lorrows  died. 
Not  for  his  fake  your  tearful  vigils  keep ; — 

Weep  for  your  country,  for  your  children  weep  ! 
— Vengeance  ! thy  fiery  wing  their  race  purfu’d  j 
Thy  diirlly  poniard  blufh’d  with  infant  blood. 
Rous’d  at  thy  call,  and  panting  ftill  for  game. 

The  bird  of  war,  the  Latian  eagle  came. 

Then  Judah  rag'd,  belov'd  of  heaven  no  more, 
Widi  fteamy  carnage  drunk  and  focial  gore  : 
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He  faw  his  fons  by  dubious  flaughter  fall. 

And  war  without,  and  death  within  the  wall. 
Wide-wafting  Plague,  gaunt  Famine,  mad  Defpair, 
And  dire  Debate,  and  clamorous  Strife  was  there  : 
Love,  ftrong  as  Death,  retain’d  his  might  no  more. 
And  the  pale  parent  drank  her  children  s gore  f. 
Yet  they,  who  wont  to  roam  th’  enfanguin’d  plain. 
And  fpurn  with  fell  delight  their  kindred  flain  ; 
E’en  they,  when,  high  above  the  dufty  fight. 

Their  burning  Temple  rofe  in  lurid  light. 

To  their  lov’d  altars  paid  a parting  groan. 

And  in  their  country’s  woes  forgot  their  own. 

As  ’mid  the  cedar  courts,  and  gates  of  gold. 

The  trampled  ranks  in  miry  carnage  roll’d  ; 

To  fave  their  Temple  every  hand  efiay’d. 

And  with  cold  fingers  grafp’d  the  feeble  blade  : 

f Jofeph.  vi.  p.  1175.  Ed.  Hudf. 
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Through  their  torn  veins  reviving  fury  ran. 

And  life's  lad  dnger  warm'd  the  dying  man. 

But  heavier  tar  the  letter'd  captive’s  doom  ! 

To  glut  with  fighs  the  iron  ear  of  Rome  : 

To  fwell,  (low  pacing  by  the  car’s  tall  lide, 

The  floic  tyrant's  philolbphic  pride  «} 

T<t  Beth  the  lion's  ravenous  jaws,  or  feel 
The  fportive  fury  of  the  fencer's  fteel  5 
Or  pant,  deep  plung'd  beneath  the  fultry  mine, 

For  the  light  gales  of  balmy  Paleftine. 

Ah  ! fruitful  now  no  more, — an  empty  coaft. 

She  mount’d  her  Ions  enllav’d,  Iter  glories  loll : 

In  her  Wide  ftreets  the  lonely  raven  bred, 

* I know  not  how  Titus  has  acquired  his  fame  for  humani- 
ty ; but  the  cruelties  of  the  hrutal  Domitian,  ot  the  ftantic 
Caligula,  are  furely  more  excufable  than  the  barbarities  which 
this  man,  with  the  fmile  of  benignity  on  his  countenance,  and 
the  cant  of  philofophv  on  his  tongue,  exercifcd  agaioft  a va- 
liant people  who  dared  to  vindicate  their  liberty. 
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There  bark’d  the  Wolf,  and  dire  hyaenas  fed. 

Yet  midft  her  tower}'  fanes,  in  ruin  laid. 

The  pilgrim  faint  his  murmuring  vefpers  paid  ; 
’Twas  his  to  climb  the  tufted  rocks,  and  rove 
The  chequer’d  twilight  of  the  olive  grove ; 

’Twas  his  to  bend  beneath  the  facred  gloom, 

And  wear  with  many  a kifs  Mefliah’s  tomb  : 

While  forms  celedial  fill’d  his  tranced  eye, 

The  day-light  dreams  of  penfive  piety, 

O’er  his  Hill  bread  a tearful  fervour  dole. 

And  fofter  forrows  charm’d  the  mourner's  foul. 

Oh,  lives  there  one,  who  mocks  his  artlefs  zeal  ? 
Too  proud  to  worthip,  and  too  wife  to  feel  ? 

Be  his  die  foul  with  wintry  Reafon  bled. 

The  dull,  lediargic  fovereign  of  die  bread  ! 

Be  his  the  life  that  creeps  in  dead  repofe. 

No  joy  that  fparkles,  and  no  tear  diat  flows  ! 
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Far  otber  the)'  w ho  rear’d  yon  pompous  Ihrine ll. 
And  bade  the  rock  with  Parian  marble  lhine 
Then  hallow’d  Peace  renew’’ d her  wealthy  reign, 
Then  altars  1 rook'd,  and  Sion  fmil’d  again. 

There  fculptur’d  gold  and  coftly  gems  were  feen. 
And  all  the  bounties  of  the  Britilli  queen  k ; 

There  barbarous  kings  their  fandal’d  nations  led. 
And  fteel-clad  champions  bow’d  the  crofted  head. 
There,  when  her  fiery  race  the  delert  pour’d. 

And  pale  Byzautium  fear’d  Medina’s 1 fword, 

When  coward  Afia  ihook  in  trembling  woe. 

And  bent  appall’d  before  the  Ba&rian  1 bow  j 
From  the  moift  regions  of  the  weftcm  liar 


* The  Temple  of  the  Sepulchre. 

1 See  Cotovicus,  p.  179.  and  from  him  Sandy*. 

* St.  Helena,  who  was,  according  to  Camden,  born  at  Col- 
ehefter.  See  alfo  Howel’s  Hift.  of  the  World. 

1 The  invalion*  of  the  civilized  parts  of  Afia  by  the  Arabian 
and  Turkifh  Mahometans. 
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The  wandering  hermit m wak’d  the  ftorm  of  war. 
Their  limbs  all  iron,  and  their  fouls  all  flame, 

A countlefs  hoft,  the  red-crofs  warriors  came  : 
E’en  hoary  priefts  the  facred  combat  wage. 

And  clothe  in  fleel  the  palfied  arm  of  age ; 

While  beardlefs  youths  and  tender  maids  n a flu  me 
The  weighty  morion  and  the  glancing  plume. 


m Peter  the  hermit.  The  world  has  been  fo  long  accuftomed 
to  hear  the  Crufades  confidered  as  the  height  of  frenzy  and  in- 
juftice,  that  to  undertake  their  defence  might  be  perhaps  a 
hazardous  tafk.  We  muft  however  recolleft,  that,  had  it  not 
been  for  thefe  extraordinary  exertions  of  generous  courage,  the 
whole  of  Europe  would  perhaps  have  fallen,  and  Chriftianity 
been  buried  in  the  ruins.  It  was  not,  as  Voltaire  has  falfely  or 
weakly  afferted,  a confpiracy  of  robbers ; it  was  not  an  unpro- 
voked attack  on  a diftant  and  inoffenfive  nation;  it  was  a blow 
aimed  at  the  heart  of  a moft  powerful  and  aftive  enemy.  Had 
not  the  Chriftian  kingdoms  of  Alia  been  eftablilhed  as  a check 
to  the  Mahometans,  Italy,  and  the  fcanty  remnant  of  Chrifti- 
anity in  Spain,  muft  again  have  fallen  into  their  power ; and 
France  herfelf  have  needed  all  the  heroifm  and  good  fortune  of 
a Charles  Martel  to  deliver  her  from  fubjugation. 

n See  Vertot,  I lift.  Chev.  Malthe.  lntroduftion. 
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In  ba  fitful  pride  the  warrior  virgins  wield 
The  ponderous  falchion,  and  the  fun-  like  ihicld. 

And  ftart  to  fee  their  armour's  iron  gleam 
Dance  with  blue  lultre  in  Tabaria’s  0 dream. 

The  blood-red  banner  floating  o’er  their  van, 

% 

All  madly  blithe  the  mingled  myriads  ran  : 

f 

Impatient  Death  beheld  his  dcftin'd  food. 

And  hovering  vultures  muff’d  the  lcent  of  blood. 

Not  luch  the  numbers  nor  the  hofl  lo  dread 
By  northern  Brenn  p,  or  Scythian  Timur  p led. 

Nor  fuch  the  heart-infpiring  zeal  that  bore 
United  Greece  to  Phrygia’s  reedy  tliore  ! 

There  Gaul's  proud  knights  with  boaftful  mien  ad- 
vance % 

• Tabari*  fa  corruption  of  Tiberias)  is  the  name  ufed  for 
the  Sea  of  Galilee  in  the  old  romances. 
f Brennus,  and  Tamerlane. 

s The  infolence  of  the  French  nobles  twice  caufed  the  ruin 
of  the  army  ; once  by  refuting  to  lerve  under  Richard  Coeur 
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Form  the  long  line  r,  and  fliake  the  cornel  lance  ; 
Here,  link’d  with  Thrace,  in  clofe  battalions  ftand 
Aufonia’s  fons,  a foft  inglorious  band ; 

There  the  flern  Norman  joins  the  Auftrian  train. 

And  the  dark  tribes  of  late-reviving  Spain  ; 

Here  in  black  files,  advancing  firm  and  flow, 
Vi&orious  Albion  twangs  the  deadly  bow  : — 

Albion, — ftill  prompt  the  captive’s  wrong  to  aid. 

And  wield  in  freedom's  caufe  die  freeman's  generous 
blade ! 

Ye  fainted  lpirits  of  the  warrior  dead, 

Whofe  giant  force  Britannia’s’  armies  led! 

de  Lion,  and  again  by  reproaching  the  Epglifh  with  cowardice 
in  St.  Louis’s  expedition  to  Egypt.  See  Knolles’s  Hiftory  of 
the  T urks. 

r The  line  ( combat  a la  haye)  according  to  Sir  Walter  Ra- 
leigh, was  charafteriftic  of  French  taftics  ; as  the  column 
(htrfe)  was  of  the  Englifh.  The  Englifh  at  Cre<;i  were  drawn 
up  thirty  deep. 

» All  the  Britifh  nations  ferved  under  the  fame  banner. 

Sono  gtJ  Inglefr  fagittarii  ed  hanno 
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Whofe  bickering  falchions,  foremoll  in  the  fight. 
Still  pour  d confufion  on  the  Soldan’s  might  j 
Lords  of  the  biting  axe  1 and  beamy  l'pear. 
Wide-conquering  Edward,  lion  Richard,  hear  ! 
At  Albion's  call  your  crelled  pride  refume. 

And  burll  the  marble  (lumbers  of  the  tomb ! 
Your  fons  behold,  in  arm,  in  heart  the  fame. 

Still  prefs  the  footlteps  of  parental  fame. 

To  Salem  dill  their  generous  aid  lupply. 

And  pluck  the  palm  of  Syrian  chivalry  ! 

When  he,  from  towery  Malta’s  yielding  ille. 
And  die  green  waters  of  reluctant  Nile, 


Gente  con  lor,  ch’  e piu  vicina  al  polo, 

Qucfti  da  l'alte  felve  irfuti  manda 
La  divifa  dal  mondo,  ultima  Irlanda. 

Taflo,  Gierufal.  Lib.  1.  44. 

Ireland  and  Scotland,  it  is  fcarcely  neccfliiry  to  obferve,  were 
fynonimou*. 

* The  axe  of  Richard  was  \ cry  famous.  See  Warton’s  Hitt, 
of  Anc.  Poetry. 
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Th’  Apoftate  chief, — from  Mifraim’s  fubject  fliore 
To  Acre’s  walls  his  trophied  banners  bore ; 

When  the  pale  defert  mark’d  his  proud  array. 

And  Defolation  hop’d  an  ampler  fway ; 

What  hero  then  triumphant  Gaul  difinay’d  ? 

What  arm  repell’d  the  vi£tor  Renegade  ? 

Britannia’s  champion  ! — bath’d  in  hoftile  blood. 
High  on  the  breach  the  dauntlefs  Seaman  flood : 
Admiring  Afia  faw  th’  unequal  fight, — 

E’en  the  pale  crefcent  blefs’d  the  Chriflian’s  might. 
Oh  day  of  death  ! Oh  thirfi,  beyond  controul. 

Of  crimfon  conquelt  in  th’  Invader’s  foul  ! 

The  llain,  yet  warm,  by  focial  footfteps  trod. 

O’er  tlie  red  moat  fupplied  a panting  road  ; 

O’er  the  red  moat  our  conquering  thunders  flew. 
And  loftier  ilill  the  grifly  rampire  grew. 

While  proudly  glow’d  above  the  refcu’d  tower 
The  wavy  crofis  that  mark’d  Britannia's  power. 
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Yet  ftill  deftrudtion  fweeps  the  lonely  plain. 

And  heroes  lift  the  generous  I'word  In  vain. 

Still  o’er  her  Iky  the  clouds  of  auger  roll. 

And  God’s  revenge  hangs  heavy  on  her  foul. 

Yet  lhall  the  rile  ; — but  not  by  war  reftor’d. 

Not  built  in  murder, — planted  by  the  I'word. 

Yes,  Salem,  thou  llialt  rile  : thy  Father’s  aid 
Shall  heal  the  wound  HU  chaltening  hand  ha*  made ; 
Shall  judge  tlte  proud  opprelfor's  ruthlels  fway. 

And  burlt  his  brazen  bonds,  and  call  his  cords  away. 
Then  on  your  tops  ilia  11  deathlefs  verdure  l’priug  u. 
Break  forth,  ye  mountains,  and  ye  vallies,  fmg ! 

No  more  your  thirlly  rocks  lhall  frown  forlorn. 

The  unbeliever's  jell,  the  heathen  * i'coi  n ; 

« “ 1 will  multiply  the  fruit  of  the  tree,  and  the  increafe  of 
« the  field,  that  ye  fhall  receive  no  more  the  reproach  ot  fa- 
“ mine  amoug  the  heathen  " — “ And  they  fhall  fay,  This  land 
“ that  was  defolate  is  become  like  the  garden  of  Eden,”  4tc. 
Ezek.  axivi. 
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The  fultry  fands  Ihall  tenfold  harvefts  yield. 

And  a new  Eden  deck  the  thorny  field. 

E’en  now  perhaps,  wide  waving  o’er  the  land. 

The  mighty  Angel  lifts  his  golden  wand  5 
Courts  the  bright  vifion  of  defcending  power*. 

Tells  every  gate,  and  meafures  every  tower  -v ; 

And  chides  the  tardy  feals  that  yet  detain 
Thy  Lion,  Judah,  from  his  deftin’d  reign. 

And  who  is  He  ? the  vail,  the  awful  form  z. 

Girt  with  the  whirlwind,  fandal’d  with  the  dorm  ? 

A weftem  cloud  around  his  limbs  is  fpread. 

His  crown  a rainbow,  and  a fun  his  head. 

To  higheft  heaven  he  lifts  his  kingly  hand. 

And  treads  at  once  the  ocean  and  die  land  j 

* “ That  great  city,  the  holy  Jerufalem,  defcending  out  of 
M heaven  from  God,  having  the  glory  of  God.”  Rev.  xxi.  10. 

y Ezekiel  xl. 

* Rev.  x. 


H 
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And  hark  ! his  voice  amid  the  thunder's  roar. 

His  dreadful  voice,  that  time  fliall  be  no  more! 

Lo  ! cherub  hands  the  golden  courts  prepare, 

Lo  ! thrones  are  fet,  and  every  faint  is  there  *; 
Earth's  utmoli  bounds  confefs  their  awful  fwav. 

The  mountains  worfhip,  and  the  illes  obey; 

Nor  lun  nor  moon  they  need, — nor  day,  nor  night ; — 
God  is  their  temple,  and  the  Lamb  their  light1’ ; 

And  (hall  not  Ifracl's  Tons  exulting  come. 

Hail  the  glad  beam,  and  claim  their  ancient  home? 
On  David's  throne  (hall  David’s  offspring  reign, 

And  the  dry  bones  be  warm  with  life  again  c. 

• Rev.  *x. 

b “ And  ( faw  no  temple  therein  : for  the  Lord  God  Al- 
“ mighty  and  the  Lamb  arc  the  temple  of  it.  And  the  city 
“ had  no  need  of  the  fun,  neither  of  the  moon,  to  fhine  in  it : 
“ for  the  glory  of  God  did  lighten  it,  and  the  Lamb  is  the  light 
“ thereof.”  Rev.  xxi.  22. 

e “ Thus  faith  the  Lord  God  unto  thefe  bones,  Behold,  I 
“ will  caufe  breath  to  enter  into  you,  and  ye  (hall  live.” — 
— “ Then  he  faid  unto  me,  Son  of  man,  thefe  bones  are  the 
“ whole  houfe  of  Ifrael.”  Lack,  xxxrii. 
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Hark  ! white-rob’d  crowds  their  deep  hofannas  raife. 
And  die  hoarfe  flood  repeats  die  found  of  praife j 
Ten  tliuu land  harps  attune  the  myftic  fong, 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  faints  the  drain  prolong ; — 

“ Worthy  the  Lamb  ! omnipotent  to  lave, 

“ Who  died,  who  lives,  triumphant  o’er  the  grave'.’* 
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THOUGH  oft  in  Britain’s  iile  the  breathing  bull 
To  fame  conlign  the  patriot-hero’s  dull. 

And  conquerors  wak’d  to  mimic  life  again 
In  imag'd  triumph  thunder  o'er  the  main  ; 

Though  fpeaks  each  mould  by  Flaxtnan's.  genius 
wrought, 

The  glow  of  fancy,  or  the  llretch  of  thought ; 
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And  grace  obeys  fair  Darner's  foft  controul 
Through  many  a varied  lineament  of  foul  ; 

Y et,  oh  ! unlike  each  nobler  Grecian  form. 

With  ftrength  majellic  or  with  beauty  warm. 
Where  all  her  mingling  charms  Exprelfion  pour’d. 
Admir’d  by  Valour,  or  by  Love  ador’d  ! 

Lo  ! where  retiring  Venus  lliuns  the  eye. 

And  beauty  vies  with  balhful  majofly ! 

There  mortal  charms  in  lovelieft  union  lliine. 

And  all  the  Goddefs  crowns  the  bright  delign. 
Thou,  too,  half-hid  beneath  thy  dripping  veil 
Of  many  a moiften’d  trefs,  Urania,  hail  1 
To  thee  that  dubious  mien  the  fculptor  gave. 
Fearing  the  lhore,  though  llirinking  from  the  wave. 
Or  fee,  where,  graceful  bending  o’er  his  bow. 

The  quiver’d  God’s  exulting  features  glow. 

As,  milling  to  his  arm’s  unerring  might. 

His  look  purfues  the  dillant  arrow's  flight. 
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But  fhut,  oh  ! fhut  the  eye,  where  mid  yon  fold 
Of  crefted  fnakes  Laocoon  writhes  enroll'd) 

And  drinks  with  tortur’d  ear  his  children’s  cries* 
Embittering  death’s  convulfive  agonies  ! 

Rife,  numbering  Genius,  and  with  throbbing  heart 
Adore  thefe  trophies  of  unrivall'd  art  j 
Till  each  fine  grace  that  gifted  Mafters  knew 
In  fairy  vifion  floating  o’er  thy  view. 

Perfection  crown  once  more  the  living  flone. 

And  Britain  claim  a Phidias  of  her  own. 

Not  fuch  the  hopes  that  blefs  th’  enthufiaft’s  dream, 
While  fad  it  wanders  o’er  each  faded  gleam, 

That  dimly  fliews  to  Painting’s  Mufe  was  given 
The  fevenfold  radiance  of  refulgent  heaven. 

When  Genius  ftole  the  colours  of  the  fun. 

And  pour’d  them  o’er  the  wreath  that  Valour  won  ! 

Then  turn  the  eye,  where,  fpurning  time’s  controul. 
Art  Ramps  on  ftone  the  triumphs  of  the  foul : 
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With  trembling  awe  lurvey  each  hallow'd  fane 
Ennobling  Greece  mid  Delegation's  reign  ; 

Each  pillar'd  portico  and  levelling  dome, 

Proud  o’er  the  proltrate  majefiy  ot'  Rome  ! 

While  o’er  the  feene  each  mould’ring  temple  throws. 
Sacred  to  genius,  undilturb'd  repofe  ; 

Thro*  twilight's  doubtful  gloom  his  eye  lhall  trace 
The  column's  height  enwreath’d  with  cluft’ring  grace; 

f 

The  light-archd  roof,  the  portal  ftretching-wiJe, 
Triumphal  monuments  in  armed  pride ; 

Till  bold  conceptions  hurtling  on  his  heart, 

Hi*  lkill  lhall  grafp  the  inmofl  foul  of  art; 

And  Fame's  green  ille  her  cloud-capt  towers  difplay. 
Where  grace  and  grandeur  rule  with  equal  fway. 


JOHN  WILSON, 

Magdalen  College. 


